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the Union. But the day's fun was spoilt by a
paragraph in a leading London paper, which
suggested, somewhat ungraciously, that now that an
Indian had been made President of the Union, the
office was no longer what it was. I have never
forgotten that nor forgiven the man who wrote it.
That remains for me an outstanding account.
But Oxford itself treated me very well There
was at that time a powerful contingent of left-wingers
who predominated the political thought and
opinion of Oxford, and they were, fortunately for me,
all intellectually grown-up.
Whatever else it might have done, that term at
Oxford made me decide that the Indian Civil Service
was not my calling. It would not be fair to myself
if I sat for that exam indifferently, and not fair to
the service if I managed to worm in. Although I
had done nothing either at Oxford or in India to be
graded in the First Class, I had also never had a
failure. I had always managed to scrape through
somehow and I hated the idea of courting a certain
failure. However, I sat and failed, and it took away
most of the joy of the years at Oxford.
I knew that I was not the type that could ever
become a Civil Servant. I hated discipline and
would probably have burnt my fingers over a diffe-
rence of opinion with my immediate superior. The
Civil Service prefers the solid type, sound and steady
and respectable. There is a certain minimum of in-